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lowest depths of mire, everything had been done to
make a decent man of him, and he asked himself
again and again : What had been the use of it ?
It had been nothing but charity which he hadn't
deserved.
Nowadays he visited at the houses of some of the
neighbours : Wouters, who always pressed him to
come in and sit at the table with his sons and
daughters ; Warner, who was noted for his surliness,
but who was always kind to him and never spoke of
the bad days; Briemen, whom he didn't like
because the man got into such tempers, and would
beat his wife and daughters for no reason at all,
but he insisted that Floris should sit down in their
parlour and eat a cake, all to give him pleasure.
But he didn't feel at ease with any of them. It's
not for my sake, he thought; if I wasn't the nephew
of Uncle Gerbrand, they wouldn't even want to
recognise me. They do it for him because they
know well that he is a better man than any of them.
Frans, who was much livelier this winter, often
talked to him. Once he took him with him to St.
Bavo's to show him how difficult it was to manage
the ropes of the bells. Frans had never been known
to confide in anyone about this. He sat down in
the middle of the Church on a rush chair, and the
candle-stick stood on the ground in front of him.
* That's how Simon used to do it,' he said, c with
his elbows in the loops because his arms were stiff,